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The Tree Fiasco 


Christmas, one of the happiest times of the year. The sunlight gently glinting off of the snow, and the 


occasional sound of children laughing somewhere as they build a snowman. Everyone loves Christmas time. 
At least mostly everyone. 


"| don't hate Christmas, I'd just like it a lot better if | wasn't stuck in the FUCKING CHRISTMAS TREE!" Dave 
attempted to flail his arms angrily, but only succeeded in shaking several pine needles and an ornament out of 


the branches and onto the floor. 
This of course only sent David into a fresh gale of laughter, almost doubled over and leaning against the wall. 
"Well aren't you gonna help me?" Dave demanded, not finding his predicament funny in any way. 


"Hh- Yeah-" David choked out. "Hal" He snorted and quickly tried to compose himself. "Eventually." And then 
proceeded to lose it again at the sight of a Christmas tree with flaming red hair and two arms. 


"Fine, I'll do it myself then!" Dave huffed, still not finding a shred of humor in the situation. Carefully pushing at 
branches and ornaments, he managed to extract his upper body from the clutches of the obviously evil tree. 
"You're the most useless boyfriend ever." He rolled his eyes at David, who was wiping tears of laughter from 


his eyes in his spot in the corner where he had finally collapsed. 

"S-s-s-orry. Hml" David clenched his teeth in a valiant attempt to stop his hysterics. 

"Some people." Dave grumbled as he began to step out of the tree. And promptly tripped on a sneaky low 
branch. He landed face first on the carpet, pine needles and ribbon showering down on top of him. To add a nice 
finishing touch, a large ornament fell off and landed with a small thud on Dave's back. 


There was silence for a moment. 


"Fuck Christmas." The mass of pine needles on the floor said. 


The Ladder Incident 


Author's Notes: 
This one is a little less funny and a lot more sweet. :) 


"But Dave, l'm gonna fall off" 
"You won't fall, Besides, it's only fair. | had to go through the tree fiasco, you get to put up the lights" 
was 

"No buts. Im sure you've climbed lots of ladders back at home." Dave walked away resolutely, coming back a 
few moments later with a plastic tub full of Christmas lights. "There. The ladder is already out front waiting 


for you." He grinned, "Now get to it!" 


David pursed his lips and sighed through his nose, but picked up the tub anyway and trudged through the 


snow towards the front of the house. 


About thirty minutes had passed when Dave decided to go out and check on the bassist. "How's it going?" He 
called up, sticking his hands in the pockets of his parka. 


"Great! Cold, but great!" David laughed from above, hanging a string of green lights from the eaves. "Just 
finished in fact." He straightened the bulbs, and started to descend the ladder. 


‘Careful, it's slippery." Dave called back, a bit of worry seeping into his voice. 


"Pah, I'll be fine. We had snow all the time back ho-OH!" David's foot slipped on an icy patch on the ladder, and 
he started to fall backwards. 


Dave let out a very un-metal squeak and scrambled forward with his arms out to try and catch the brunette. 
He succeeded, but they both ended up toppling over into the snow. "Are you okay?!" Dave ignored the snow 


that was seeping down the back of his coat and looked at the man on top of him with concern 


"Yeah, I'm fine." David wheezed, "You kinda elbowed me in the stomach though." He laughed. "You need more 


practice catching people, m pretty sure we aren't supposed to fall over.” 


Dave harumphed. "You'd think | didn't just save you from possible death by ladder." He smiled though, shifting 


so his nose was nuzzled into the other man's coat. 


"Cold?" David hummed, stroking the other's now snow filled hair (although an improvement from the pine 


needles). Seeing Dave's nod, he gingerly got up and held out his hand to help his lover. "Let's go in and make 
some hot chocolate then" 


The Cookie Catastrophe 


Staring at the cooking directions, David absent mindedly flicked some flour off the tip of his nose. "Bake for 20 
to 25 minutes.. When done they will be light brown and soft in the center, blah blah blah blah. Okay!" Grinning 
triumphantly, he lifted up both trays of cookies and stuck them in the already pre-heated oven. Mumbling to 
himself about icing and, "How expensive it is these days!" He set the timer and started washing up the dishes 


and measuring cups he had used. 

A few minutes had passed, and David was sitting on a chair in the kitchen reading a book when Dave walked in, 
sniffing the air. "What is that smell?" He asked, eyes finally landing on the oven. "Ah-hal" His eyes twinkled. 
"Christmas cookies, eh?" 

David put his book down on the counter and smiled. "As always! l'm making a different kind this year though." 
Dave raised his eyebrows, a small pout appearing on his lips. "So no gingerbread men?" 


David fought back a laugh, "Still gingerbread, just star shaped with some icing." 


"Oh good. Well, | have to run out and get some stuff, but I'll make sure to be back to taste test them for you. 
You know, just to be sure they aren't poisoned or anything." With a wink, he left the room. 


Shaking his head, David looked back down at the book and waited. 


DING! The alarm clock that David had set went off, signaling the cookies were done. Quickly running to put his 
book away, he grabbed some oven mitts and opened the oven. The delicious smell of cookies wafted out into 

the room, and filling it with warm air. Sniffing happily, David drew out the trays and set them on a wire rack 
to cool down. Just as he did so, the front door of their house burst open, and Dave came running in. "Ah, just 


in time!" He walked over to the tray and started to reach out for one before David slapped his hand away. 


"Nope, not until they've cooled down a bit" He crossed his arms and stood in front of the tray. "| am the 
guardian of the cookies, you shall not pass!" 


Dave rolled his eyes and laughed, plopping himself down in one of the chairs that was sitting by the counter. 
"Wher'll they be cool?" He asked, shooting a longing glance at the cookies he could still see behind the bassist. 


"Mm," David turned around and poked one, "About five minutes or so." Licking some icing off the tip of his 


finger, he leaned against the counter. 


Five minutes had passed, and finally Dave was allowed to try one of the Christmas cookies. 


"These," He paused for a moment, taking another bite of cookie, "Are absolutely delicious." Finishing that one, he 
reached for another and then stopped himself. "Uh David?" 


"Yeah?" The blonde replied, nibbling on a cookie of his own. 

‘lam 90% sure that you have made way too many cookies. What are we even going to do with these?" 

David looked at the cookies covering the whole counter, lined up in neat little rows. ".Maybe you're right... | 
dunno, I'll just take the extra ones to rehearsal and give them out." He turned to Dave and poked his shoulder. 
''m pretty sure you could demolish all of these in one night though." 

Dave picked up another cookie and started to eat it. "You're probably right" He laughed, "But | would have a 
killer stomach-ache. Probably not worth it" There was a comfortable silence for a moment before he 
continued. "Thanks for making these every year, | really love it when you do." He wrapped his arms around the 
younger man, sending some cookie crumbs into the feathery hair. 

"You're welcome." David returned the hug, smearing some icing on the back of the red-head's t-shirt. 


"Love you." 


"Love you too." 


"WHY IS THERE ICING ON MY SHIRT?" 


"PROBABLY THE SAME REASON THERE ARE COOKIE CRUMBS IN MY HAIR, YOU SAVAGE!" 


